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The situation was complicated by a develop-
ment in Margaret's affairs. Margaret had met a
young painter who had fallen in love with her, and
with whom she had fallen in love, and whom she
now wished to marry. "Where can she have met
such a creature?7* said Lady Roehampton,wringing
her hands; "I thought she was safe enough with
Clemmie and Ernestine." Apparently she had not
been safe. She arrived at her parents' house one
day, a radiant, different Margaret, Adrian had a
great future before him, she said; and the hitherto
lumpish girl pleaded with real inspiration. This
eccentricity on the part of their daughter did much
to draw Lord and Lady Roehampton together;
Sylvia felt real gratitude towards George for his
firmness, and George almost forgot his mortal
disapproval of Sylvia when he saw how whole-
heartedly she supported him. She retains some
principles, he thought; she has not entirely lost her
sense of decency. It was manifestly impossible that
Margaret should be allowed to marry the creature,
To begin with, he was illegitimate, and cheerfully
said that he could produce no parents, having been
left on the steps of the Foundling Hospital in a
brown paper parcel, with the name "Adrian"
pinned to his shawl. "But, my dear fellow . . .,"
said George; and though he restrained himself
from completing the sentence, it was obvious that
he meant, "You can scarcely expect that to be
good enough for our daughter/'

Margaret cried, and Lord Roehampton, who
was sincerely fond of her, was much distressed,